





full value. In the studio outside the window, the big orchestra sits facing the 


screen, on which is projected each of the film strips to be accompanied. 
Whenever it is required, Nino Rota quickly adds a measure here or elimi- 
nates one there. 

Fellini sits in a chair at the window near the instrument panel, which is 
ruled over by a young man in a white blouse. The same piece of music is 
played over and over. “The violin comes on too strongly.” Fellini tells Nino 
by telephone: then he turns to the young man, “You opened your gadget 
too far there.” 

From time to time he stretches out on a couch, but he never stops watch- 
ing the orchestra through the window. In a few days the music and the 
mixing will be finished, and he will have to make up his mind about the 
ending. 

“When they’re both completely finished,” he says, “I'll have to decide 
which of the two is more appropriate in terms of showmanship. To me 
they’re both valid.” 


Monday, January 21. =‘ The dubbed film is screened with the second end- 
ing, which is unanimously preferred. 

Guido listens, less and less attentively, to the monologue of Carini— 
Daumier. They get into Guido’s car as the workmen begin to dismantle the 
towers. Guido looks into the distance, his expression more and more with- 
drawn. Daumier’s voice blurs: it is unimportant to Guido—lost in a last 
fantasy, he can hardly hear him now. All the people of his life, dressed in 
white, appear in the field before him, in rapid succession. Daumier’s voice 
is drowned out by Guido’s inner voice. Now his long speech in the dining 
car is addressed to an imaginary Luisa, also wearing white. He asks her to 
accept him at last as he is: “Life is a holiday. Let’s live it together.” 

And, in his imagination, Luisa answers: “What you say may be right. 
I'll try, but you’ll have to help me.” 

And now Guido knows that Daumier is wrong, and that he will make 
his film. He sees himself in the center of the arena, under the towers, with 
his megaphone, directing the parade of the clowns, led by little Guido in 
white. A great white curtain hides the stairway. At a signal from the little 
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